The GHOST of HALBERT SAIMON 


Shopkeeper Halbert Saimon is desperately 
reaching for a rusted maintenance lever 
hidden behind a panel deep in the old salt 
mine of Celeste VIII. Barely being able to 
touch the cold metal with his fingertips, he 
pleads in the darkness "C'mon... C'mon...”. 


Finally he gets a hold of it and pulls hard, 
dropping a heavy minecart onto the dusty 
tracks below. Looking around to see if the 
noise had alerted his stalkers, he sees nothing 
so he hops down into the clutter-filled cart. 
He pushes off the wall with his walking stick. 
The rusty wheels of the cart creak loudly as it 
begins to pick up speed. Far behind Halbert is 
Rozzin Danby, leader of the Khurazja. Danby 
and his henchmen are chasing Halbert for 
breaking one of the many arbitrary laws of 
the realm. Laws which had only been put in 


place recently by an organization calling 
themselves the Dayus Agency. This menacing 
group of elites believed they were the ones 
best suited to be the arbiters of truth and 
justice in the realm so they enacted laws 
punishing those whom they deemed to be 
“misthinkers”. Allowing, once again, that 
ancient beast of fear and doubt to creep in 
and corrupt the hearts of men. 


On asunny spring morning high up in the 
Princess mountains near Bocul Valley, 
schoolmaster Sato Moss'm is going through 
his large collection of treasures and trinkets 
he has accumulated over the many years of 
exploring the rivers and caves of the western 
realm. Sato's good friend, Halbert, is assisting 
him in cataloging the various finds and 
artifacts. Halbert notices something unusual 
in the piles of items. A small leather sack with 
a long-forgotten symbol painted on it. 


“Wow!” Halbert exclaims, picking up the 
heavy bag, examining it, 


“Judging from the markings here this must be 
from the time of The Millennial Reign.”. 


Halbert pulls on the tassels of the bag, 
finding a stash of well-preserved seeds inside. 


“Ah yes, those particular gems | found while 
exploring an abandoned hamlet far off to the 
east, my boy.” Sato tells Halbert with a 
chuckle. 


“They are of an ancient medicinal plant called 
‘Sindha’ meaning ‘the dew of the morning’ ina 
forgotten tongue,’ 


He continues, 


“The Dogon people from the high plains of the 


east have used this precious herb for 
generations. They say the stars gave them the 
herb as a gift and, if grown properly, the plant 
can yield miraculous benefits beyond its 
euphoric effects.” 


“There is even a variety of it that grows wildly 
on the hillside over there that is said to make 
you feel lighter than air.” 


Sato says, pointing to a forested area near the 
schoolhouse. He then reaches into the chest 
pocket of his thick traditional robes and 
retrieves a small glass jar decorated with 
etchings of leaves blowing in the wind. Sato 
pops the cork of the jar and the room is 
instantly filled with a sweet and savory aroma 
that makes the two friends smile. Sato 
pinches the stem of a small flower bud inside 
the jar and holds it up to the morning light 
streaming through the windows. The bright 
green crystals of the plant, which cover every 


leaf and stem, glisten in the sunshine. Sato 
then does something Halbert doesn't expect, 
he begins to crush the delicate flower 
between his fingers, separating the stems 
from the leaves, making a pile of herb ona 
plate on the table. Sato then takes a small 
piece of paper from a metal case next to him 
and, while holding the rectangle paper in his 
left hand, he picks up the crushed flower and 
sprinkles it along the basin of the paper. After 
the paper is completely full of plant matter, 
Sato tamps it down with his pinky and then 
rolls the edges of the paper together tightly. 
He licks one edge of the paper to seal it all 
together, then sets it aside to dry. Sato wraps 
his arm around his friend's shoulder and says 
with a grin, 


“Halbert, my boy, this is what is known as a 
joynt’ and it is one of the many ways we 
partake of this most sacred and important 
herb.”. 


The two friends smoke many Sindha joynts 
together while sitting on the veranda of the 
old schoolhouse. They watch as the sun sets 
on the sleepy valley below. 


From that day on, Halbert wants to learn 
everything he can about the mystical Sindha 
plant. He reads books from the library at 
Cascade village, studies the history of it from 
texts in Sato's collection and he even helps 
Sato cultivate the male form of the plant 
called ‘Sind’ at Sato's small farm near the 
school. One afternoon Halbert is perusing the 


many books in Sato's study when he discovers 
an old manuscript which tells tale of the 
same legendary varieties of Sindha that Sato 
had eluded to earlier. Halbert is determined 
to bring these mythical strains back from 
extinction so he builds a makeshift 


greenhouse of his own in the abandoned 
service tunnels under his shop. In this little 
greenhouse-lab he studies more ancient texts 
and journals left over from The Reign trying 
to understand all he can about these 
legendary strains. He starts cross-breeding 
Sato's mysterious seeds with other varieties 
gathered from around Bocul to try and match 
the traditional recipes. After a few seasonal 
growjng attempts, he comes across a perfect 
blend that, when smoked, would grant the 
user miraculous abilities like electromagnetic 
manipulation and improved movement speed. 
He decides to name the new Strain simply, 
‘Super Sindha’. 


“| must show Sato at once!” he exclaims, 
running up the stairs of his shop to his 
humble home on the top floor. The next 
morning Halbert prepares for the long 
journey back up the mountain to Sato's. He 
carefully packs his leather satchel with a 


cutting of the newly discovered Sindha, some 
dried seeds as well as a few other items 
needed for the trip. With everything arranged, 
he kisses his wife Rachel and their newborn 
daughter, Ophelia, goodbye. 


“Send us a V-wire as soon as you get there!” 
Rachel calls to her husband sternly. 

“Of course, my darling,” 

Halbert replies as he waves over his shoulder. 
“Love you!”. 

With his trusty walking stick in hand Halbert 
heads out of town. He makes it to the high 
bluffs overlooking the city just before noon 
where he decides to stop for a smoke. A low 


hum can be heard emanating from the large 
Celeste as he lights the end of his joynt. The 


sun shines brightly on the massive white 
tower in the center of town as Halbert lays 
back against a rock, letting his cares drift 
away with the silver trails of smoke. After 
enjoying the scene for a good while, he packs 
his things and gets ready to continue his 
journey when suddenly he hears loud voices 
coming up the trail behind him. Hiding in 
some nearby sagebrush, he peeks through its 
branches to see who it could be. Immediately 
he recognizes the group with their shiny gold 
badges in the shape of a wolf's head and their 
long black capes. 


“Dayus agents...” Halbert says quietly. 


The leader of the group stops at the top of the 
trail and puts his nose in the air. 


“You smell that, boys? Someone has been up 
here smokin’ some Sindha, yup, no doubt 
about that.” 


Halbert hears the man say with a maniacal 
laugh. 


“Let's see if the criminal is still up here shall 
we?”. 


The enforcers begin to fan out in all directions 
looking for the culprit. They sniff high and low 
as they slowly close in on Halbert's location. 
Knowing what happens to anyone caught by 
the Khurazja, Halbert takes one last puff from 
his Sindha joynt and makes a break for it. He 
leaps up onto a huge boulder high above the 
dogs and is almost able to get away clean 
when the pack leader spots him running, 


“There! Up on the rocks!”. 
The leader yells. 


“After him!”. 


The leader is Rozzin Danby, he recognizes the 
fleeing criminal from their many run-ins in 
the Celeste. Halbert Saimon's rebellious 
nature often got him into trouble with the 
Dayus Agency. They especially didn't like it 
when Halbert would provide Sindha flowers 
to the local people of the city. Rozzin had 
made it his own personal mission to catch the 
shopkeeper and bring him to the Tower for 
questioning on the matter, but could never 
get his claws in him. The mutts try to chase 
Halbert over the boulders but he is easily able 
to getaway using the Super Sindha 
concoction. Halbert eventually makes it to the 
Dry Canyon pass that leads up the Princess 
mountains. He sits on a high cliff to 
contemplate his next move. 


“| don't wanna involve Sato or the valley in 
any of this...” 


Halbert thinks, 


“and | can't go back home they will surely be 
expecting that.” 


He looks out over the dusty basin as astrong 
wind whips up the barren hillside. Far off in 
the distance, near Wiley Flats, he sees a small 
dirt mound. Under the mound is the collapsed 
entrance to the old salt mine for Celeste VIII. 


“| could hide out there for a while, at least 
until the heat dies down.” 


“There may even be a working V-wire inside | 
could use to warn Rachel about the dogs.” 


The ever-inquisitive shopkeeper had recently 
been exploring the abandoned mining area 
after finding a map of it hidden in the pocket 
of a coat sold to him by a mysterious 
customer. 


Rozzin Danby is lost. If it weren't for his squad 
tracker steering them wrong at every turn 
they would have found the fugitive by now. 


“Fools!”, Rozzin curses as his men disperse, 
lighting cigarettes and chatting. Rozzin can't 
relax though, he continues to look for clues as 
to where the shopkeeper could have gone. As 
he walks by each tunnel leading from the 
main hall of the old salt mine, he remembers 
when his father would take him there as a 
young boy. Rozzin's father was a very 
prominent man in the city back then and 
would regularly attend secret meetings with 
other elite members of the Celeste deep in 
the underground of the mines. Rozzin and his 
brother Perzy loved to accompany their father 
on these trips because it meant they could 
explore the many dark alleyways and 
backstreets of the market district where the 


gatherings were held. They especially enjoyed 
visiting the House of Wonders magic shop 
where they would learn tricks and spells from 
its vast archive of instructional texts and 
manuals. Magic still exists in the realm but 
because it is so easily accessible and freely 
available those who venture to practice it 
professionally are relegated to performing 
cheap tricks on small stages for easily 
entertained audiences. The House of 
Wonders’ shop owner happened to be a 
talented magician himself and would teach 
the boys exciting variations on the shop's 
house spells. These higher level spells 
included bending light, moving objects with 
sound and even shooting small bolts of 
lightning from homemade wands. The two 
brothers would practice their magic for hours 
in a small courtyard just outside the shop. 
Rozzin remembers there being an emergency 
evacuation staircase nearby that hadn't been 
used since the mine was decommissioned. 


“Alright you dogs we're splitting up!” Rozzin 
says with a loud voice that echoes off the 
salty walls. 


He divides his enforcers into three groups, 
one of which is led by Lieutenant Perzy 
Danby, Rozzin's younger brother. Perzy has 
always had a fierce desire to rid the world of 
misthinking people so he enlisted with the 
Dayus Agency as soon as he was able. The 
boys’ father had instilled in them froma 
young the idea that misthinkers and criminals 
would be the downfall of their perfect, 
civilized world. Perzy and his team are 
heading down the dark passageway Rozzin 
had chosen for them for some time when they 
happen upon a group of solitary minecarts 
quietly resting in the middle of a track. The 
lonely carts are opulent and luxurious and 
seem out of place in the rugged environment 
of the mine. 


” 
! 


“Everybody in 
Perzy yells ina commanding voice. 


“These will most certainly be better than 
walking.’, 


“And remember, this man is dangerous so 
keep your wits about you!”. 


The dogs all climb aboard the fancy cars as 
Perzy pushes the throttle forward and they 
are off down the rails. 


The wheels of Halbert’s old minecart continue 
to squeak loudly as it rolls down the track. 
“Almost there...” He says looking down ata 
tattered cartoon map of the mine from his 
mysterious customer. The rickety cart pulls 
into the next station and stops on its own. 


Halbert gathers up his things and disembarks, 
marveling at the intricate stonework of the 
vacant depot as he makes his way into the 
abandoned town. He walks by sturdy lamp 
posts whose dim lights give off an eerie blue 
hue in the darkness. He passes under a 
massive white chandelier carved out of the 
salt itself as he comes to a small courtyard 
with a dried up fountain in the middle. Across 
the dusty courtyard is an unusual sight this 
far underground, a magic shop with a half 
illuminated sign that read: Inner Sanctum - 
House of Wonders. Halbert looks at his map 
again and notices a faded triangle with an eye 
inside of it drawn next to the shop. His 
curiosity is piqued because that very symbol 
had been showing up recently in his research 
into the occult and he always wondered what 
the significance of it was. Knowing the risk 
involved in investigating this ‘triangle-eye’, he 
walks across the courtyard to the shop's large 
wooden door and, taking one last look behind 


him, he turns the brass doorknob. As he 
enters the store he immediately recognizes 
some of the odd trinkets on display. Ancient 
items from high in the north mountains, 
handmade things from the nomads of the 
desert and a few unmarked items behind 
faded glass. Halbert thinks of his own little 
shop back in the Celeste and how many 
adventures he'd been on to acquire the items 
in his humble inventory. Snapping back to 
reality he looks around for more evidence of 
the triangle-eye. Behind the shop's counter 
there is a door marked ‘office’, which is 
locked. Halbert searches the cluttered 
counters for a key, finding one hidden under a 
false panel in one of the desk drawers. He 
inserts the old key into the ornate lock. The 
small rooms’ walls are covered in flashy 
advertisements and flyers for various 
magicians and mystics. Halbert sees another 
triangle-eye hidden among the plastered 
posters so he peels off the layers of paper and 


plaster to reveal the outline of another door. 
This doorway opens to a dark hallway that is 
pitch black on either side. Light from the 
office shines across the darkness and Halbert 
can see yet another door with the eye painted 
on it. 


“| may be walking straight into my own 
demise, but | have to know.”, Halbert says as 
he pushes his way through that door and 
many others. He opens one final door into a 
large room that looks like a library. The room 
is lined with tall shelves filled with books. 
There is a high balcony surrounding the room 
that looks down on the floor below. Halbert 
steps aside as he notices the floor is a 
beautiful mosaic depicting an intense battle 
between a valiant medieval knight and a fire- 
breathing dragon. Halbert moves along the 
perimeter of the library, scanning the many 
shelves for anything related to the triangle- 
eye. He gazes longingly at the hundreds of 


books as he passes, imagining what amazing 
information and stories they might contain. If 
Halbert were there under different 
circumstances he would love to spend hours 
pouring over every mysterious tome. His 
fingers continue to glide along the leather- 
bound books when he comes across one that 
feels different from the others, almost fake. 
He pulls on the plastic-feeling box and 
watches as the wall next to him slides open 
with barely a sound. 


“Well I’ve come this far...”, Halbert says, taking 
a deep breath before stepping into the 
darkness. He lights his way in the passage 
with one of his favorite inventions, a handy 
flame-lighter that lights with just one flick of 
the thumb. The dank hallway leads down to a 
plain-looking room with a few empty boxes 
and broken treasure chests inside. There is a 
table in the middle of the room with rusted 
metal tools on it that seem to have been used 


in some kind of ritual or ceremony. Bizzare 
symbols are inscribed on the instruments that 
give Halbert an uneasy feeling. Shaking off 
the feeling he decides to temporarily hide his 
stash here until he learns the final secret of 
the triangle-eye. There is an unassuming 
chest at the back of the room with the key 
still in it so he carefully places his cargo 
inside and locks the box with its heavy key. 
Heading back up the secret tunnel to the 
library he presses his ear to the hidden door 
to listen if the coast is clear when he notices 
it has asmall peep hole in the center. Halbert 
looks through the glass and can see the dogs 
have followed him into the House of Wonders 
and are casing the library frantically looking 
for their prey. After no success they leave the 
room giving Halbert the opportunity to slip 
out of the passage. He crosses the mosaic 
floor quickly and just as his hand touches the 
doorknob to the exit a bright light surrounds 
him from above. 


“You didn't think we'd let you get away that 
easily did you?” 


Says a voice from behind the spotlight. 
Halbert recognizes the voice and responds, 


“All this hunting and running around seems a 
bit excessive for breaking one little law don't 
you think, Pers?”. 


“| have direct orders from the High-Chief 
himself to bring you in by any means 
necessary, fugitive.”, Perzy Danby says with a 
devilish smirk. 


“Is that so?”, Halbert says, 
“Baxter would never send a pack of mangy- 


mutts like you to get me to the Tower. He 
would simply sen...” 
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“Enough!” Perzy growls, gripping the stone 
railing in anger. 


“We didn’t come here to listen to your 
misthinking opinions. We came to fetch you. 
Now, seize the criminal!” Perzy commands as 
his dogs leap from the high balcony. Halbert 
anticipates the attack and inhales smoke 
from a freshly lit Super Sindha joynt. He 
dodges the first assault by spinning around 
one of them, quickly kicking him to the 
ground. The next one has sharp metal claws 
on his paws that he swipes viciously at 
Halbert, grazing his overcoat. Halbert rolls to 
his left out of the way of the claws as they get 
embedded in some wood paneling on the 
wall. As the dog tries to pull itself free from 
the wood, Halbert throws a strong punch 
knocking him out cold. The next two enforcers 
have short swords that gleam In the bright 
spotlight. They rush at Halbert, 
simultaneously striking with their swift 


blades. Halbert is able to dodge the twin 
attacks as he gets his own hits in on them 
between slices. Backed into a corner, Halbert 
leaps into the air in a puff of smoke just as 
their swords collide with the ground. The 
dogs look around wondering where he went 
when one of them is slammed to the ground 
under Halbert's knee. Halbert then lunges at 
the other dog, landing a solid uppercut that 
sends the henchman flying into a nearby 
bookshelf. The last dog to attack is a brute, a 
large man wielding a heavy metal baton. The 
big dog rushes at Halbert, much swifter than 
he expected. Halbert barely gets out of the 
way of the dog's baton as it smashes into a 
wood desk. Halbert dodges the attack then 
spins around mid-air and kicks the back of the 
brutes neck making him stumble face first 
into a podium, crushing it. The dog gets up, 
his face bloody from the fall. He's furious as 
charges at Halbert, tackling him to the 
ground. The brute smashes his fists violently 


into the ground trying to crush Halbert's 
skull. Halbert dodges the close punches as he 
looks for a counter-attack. Bam! Another 
punch that shakes the marble under him. 
Slam! Halbert sees the dog's baton barely 
within reach on the ground next to him. He 
touches it with his fingertips. “C'mon... 
C'mon...”, Slam! He finally gets a hold of the 
cold metal and swings it hard against the side 
of the dog's face. The big brute tumbles to the 
ground in a heap and Halbert can't help but 
laugh as he looks around at the piles of 
henchmen. He dusts himself off and snubs his 
nose up at Perzy, 


“C'mon! That all you got, puppy dog? I'm just 
gettin’ warmed up!” 


The Khurazja squad leader can't believe his 
men have been bested by a dirty Sindha 
addict so he throws off his black cape and 
lunges at Halbert in a rage, 


“You must be taught a lesson wrong-thinker!” 


Perzy screams as he hurls punches at Halbert 
that are almost too fast to keep up with. 
Halbert finds a small opening and plants a 
swift fist square into the Lieutenant’s plexus. 


“Lucky shot...” Perzy says as he responds with 
a hard punch to Halbert's face. Halbert 
stumbles back and sees his joynt still burning 
on the ground. He takes a quick puff of it and 
rushes back at the dog. Perzy blocks the 
punch and counters with a strong leg kick to 
Halbert's side. Halbert grabs Perzy's leg and 
flips him over, slamming him into the ground. 
Their battle is mirrored by the polished image 
of the dragon and the knight beneath them as 
Halbert pins Perzy down. Perzy pulls out a 
dagger and lunges at Halbert. 


“Woah!” Halbert says, dodging the shiny 


blade. 


” 
! 


“C'mon, man! We can work this out 
“Never!” Perzy yells as he stabs, 

“| will never...”, poke, 

“ever...” jab, 


“let misthinkers like you infect me!”. He 
strikes again and Halbert decides to end their 
duel with one final punch. Perzy is knocked to 
the ground again as his knife slides across the 
floor. Halbert stands over the cowering boy, 
enraged that he would try to kill him over a 
plant. Halbert grabs Perzy by the coat and 
pulls his fist back ready to knock the dog out 
and escape the mine once and for all, when 
suddenly a fuzzy sensation floods his entire 
body. The fuzziness feels warm at first but is 
quickly followed by an intense pain that 


makes the shopkeeper collapse in agony. 
Perzy Danby is pointing a golden wand, with 
blue sparks crackling all around it, directly at 
Halbert. Halbert cries out in pain as Perzy 
stands up and shoots another wave of 
lightning into Halbert. The shopkeeper's body 
starts to slowly be consumed by bright blue 
electric flames but before he dies, Halbert 
Saimon recites an ancient incantation in a lost 
language. Just then, Captain Rozzin Danby 
enters the library and sees his brother 
holding a magic wand standing over Halbert’s 
lifeless body. 


“Brother! What have you done? Baxter 
wanted him brought in alive. It wasn't 
supposed to be like this, brother, not at all.” 
Rozzin cries out. 


“| don't care what that old man thinks, he's 
not my master anymore!” Perzy says, 
Snapping back at his brother. 


“This man was a Sindha addict and a 
misthinker he deserved to be punished.” 


“You don't understand, brother” Rozzin begs 
his brother again, 


“He was the High-Chief's brother-in-law. 
Baxter will have our heads for this!” 


“Hal” Perzy laughs. 


“Charles and the Dayus will be in charge soon 
and that weak hermit and everyone like him 
will be like dust in the wind, a faded memory! 
Haha!”, Perzy continues to boast and mock 
the dead, when right behind him a spooky 
green light begins to glow that slowly dims 
all the other light in the room. 


“and furthermore, who decided to make him 
High-Chief anyway? | know | didn't vote for 
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him!” 
The green glow gets bigger and bigger as it 
takes the shape of a horrific green ogre, 
towering over Perzy. The apparition is 
wielding two humongous axes that drip with 
a thick ectoplasmic ooze. Before Rozzin can 
even think, one of the monster's hideous 
blades slices his brother in half with one swift 
movement. Rozzin is stunned as he watches 
Perzy's body fall to pieces on the mosaic floor. 
Rozzin's battle instincts kick in immediately 
and he retreats back through the exit door 
just as another one of the ghost's axes 
smashes into it. Hideous roars can be heard 
echoing from the dungeon as Rozzin barely 
escapes the mine with his life. From that day 
forward Rozzin vows to avenge his brother 
Perzy, killed by the ghost of Halbert Saimon. 


